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| Chrononhotonthologos. . 
ENE I. An Antichamber in the Palace. 
nerRigdum-Funnidos and Aldiboronti enn 


» 


TT 


Rigdum-Funnidos. 


fo 
eLDIBORONTIPHOSCOPHORNIO! 
| Where left you Chrononhotonthologos ? 
Eq Aldib. Fatigu'd with the tremendous 
re Toil of War, 
925 Within his Tent, on downy couch ſue · 
cumbent, 


* 


imſelf he unfatigues with gentle Slumbers; 
ull'd by the chearful Trumpet's gladſome Clangorz 
he Noiſe of Drums, and Thunder of Artillery, 
e ſleeps ſupine amidſt the Din of War: 
nd yet tis not definitively Sleep; VV 
Rather a kind of Doſe, a Waking Slumber, | | 
. hat ſheds a Stupifaction o'er his Senſes: 


ward. lor now he nods and ſnores; anon he ſtaris; — 2 
hen nods and ſnores again: If this be Sleep, ERS 
% fell me, ye Gods! what mortal Man's awake! 35 8 
hat ſays my Friend to this? W 
4 Say! I fay he ſleeps Dog- ſleep; what a Plague a 


e have me ſay? 
Ald; O impious Thought! O curſt Inf W "= 
s if great Chrononhotonthologos © 1 
o Animals deteſtable and viſe 5 N 
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| Chrononbotonthologos 


19 5 . are 11 the Sad For many: 
Aldi, Give Orders lin ilar 4 race we Molex 
Be iſſued to the Troops: Mean time, mk riend, 
Let all the Baths be ll'd with Seas of Coflce, 
To. ſtripify their Souls into Sobicty. 


Rigd. I fancy you had better baniſh the Sutlers, ad 


blow the Geneva Casksto the Devil. 
Aldi, Thou counſell'ſt well, my Rigdum: -PunBidos, 
And Reaſon ſeems to further her thy Advice: .. 
But ſoft——= The King in penſive Contemplation 
Seems to reſolve on fine important Doubt; 
_ ow Fam copious for his _ Fabrick, 
tarts ſpontaneous in Spliloquy, 
And makes jb Tongue the Midwife of his Mind: 2 
Let us retire, leſt we, Airy. his Solitude. 1 * a 
Enter King. | 
This God of Sleep is watchful to torment wes 
And Reſt is grown a Stranger to my Eyes: 
Sport not with Chrononhozombologos, | 
Thou idle Slymb'rer, thou deteſted Somnus 3 
For if thou doſt, by all the waking os, > 
Fil rear thine Eye-balls from their leaden Sockets, 
And force thee to outſtare Eternity. [Exieis agreat Huff 
Re-enter Rigdum-Fynnidos and Aldiborontiph. 
Rigd. The King's in a curſed Paſſion: Pray Whol 
this Mr. Son nus he's ſo angry withal? | 
Aldib. The Son of Chaos and of Erebus, 15 
Inceſtuous Pair!, Brother of Mors relentleis, 
Whoſe ipeckled Robe and Wings of blackeſt Hue 
1 all Mankind with hideous Glare; 
imſelf with ſable Plumes to Men beneyolent 
ings downy Slumbersand refreſhing Sleep. 
5 The Gentleman may come of a very ben 
mily, for ought I know; but 1 wou d not 10 h 
: for the World. 


call te 8 1 4 by hl ren 1 _ 1 


received their | 


4. But lol Ee in ava i 


_ --— Chrononbotonthologos. 
His cogitative Faculties immers'd 
In Cogibundity of Cogitation; To 
I LetSilence cloſe our folding Doors of Speech, 
ticy Till apt Attention tell our Heart the Purport 
I Of this profound Prefundity of Thought. 77 
. Re-enter King and Attendants, 
+. {| Kang: It is refolv'd —— Now Semnus I defy thee, 
, and And from Mankind ampute thy curs'd Dominion, 
| Theſe Royal Eyes thou never more ſhall cloſe. © 

widos, Henceforth let no Man ſleep on Pain of Death: 
#4 Inſtead of Sleep, let pompous Pageantry, 
And ſolemn Show, with ſonorous Solemnity, 

Keep all Mankind eternally awake. f 

Bid Harlequino decorate he Stage 

With all Magnificence of Decorations, 

Giants and Gianteſſes, Dwarfs and Pigmies, 

Songs, Dances, Muſick in its ampleſt Order, 

Mimes, Pantomimes, and all the magic Motion 

Of Scene deceptiavifive and ſublime. _ 

An Entertainment of ſinging here, after the Italian Mas · 

nner, by Signor Scacciatinello and Signora Sicarina. 

* Enter rn of the Guards. 


To Arms! to Arms! great Chrononhotouthologos, 
Th' Antipodean Pow'rs, from Realms below, 

Have burſt the ſolid Entrails of the Earth; 

Gulhing ſuch Cataracts of Forces forth, 

This World is too incopious to contain em: 
Armies on Armies march in Form ſtupendous, 

Not like our earthly Legions, Rank by Rank, 

hig 


I ut Tire ofer Tire, high pil'd from Farth to Heavy n: 
2 A blazing Bullet, bigger than the Sun, | 


Shot from a huge and monſtrous Culverin, . 
Eas laid your Royal Citadel in Aſhes. 5 
King. . Coward ! were they wedg'd like golden 

Or pent ſo cloſe as to admit no Vacuum, = [lngots, 
One look from Chrononhotonthologos 5 
Shall ſcare them info nothing. Rigdum Funnidos, 
Bid Bowbardinion draw his Legions forth, 


7 


This very now ourſelves ſhall there conjoin him: 


Mean time, bid all the Prieſts prepare their Temples . | 


For Rites of Triumph: Let the ſinging Singers, 
With vocal Voices, moſt vociferous _ 
In {ſweet Vociferation, out-yociferize : 5 


 Ev'n Sound itſelf. So be it as we have order'd. [Exennt.. 


SCENE II. 4 magnificent Apartment. 


Enter Queen Fadladinida, Tatlanthe, and Attendants. 


Queen. Day's Curtain drawn, the Morn begins to riſe, 

And waking Nature rubs her ſleepy Eyes 

The pretty, little, fleecy, bleating Hochs, 

In Baa's harmonious, warble thro' the Rocks 

Night gathers up her Shades in fable Shrouds, 

And whiſpering Oziers tattle to the Clouds. 

W hat think you, Ladies, if an Hour we kill, . 

At Baſſet, Ombre, Piquet or QuadrilleQ. 
Tatl. Your Majeſty was pleas'd to order Tea. 

Veen. My Mind is alter'd; bring ſome Rartafia. 


* 


[They are ſerv'd with a Dram. 


I have a famous Fidler ſent from France; 


Bid him come in. What think you of a Dance? 


Enter King of the Fidlers. | 
Thus to your Majeſty ſays the ſuppliant Muſe : 
Wou'd you a Sola, or Sonata chuſe, 5 
Or bold Concerto, or ſoft Siciliana, 
Alla Franceſe overo in Guſto Romano? 5 
When you command, tis done as ſoon as gy | 
Queen. A civil Fellow Play us the Black Joak. 
[Queen and Ladies dance the Black Joaly. 
So much for Dancing; now let's reſt a While. 
Bring in the Tea things: Does the Kettle boil? _ 
Tatl. The Water bubbles, and the Tea-cups skip, 


| Through eager Hope to kiſs your Royal Lip. | | 


[Tea brought in. 


f Queen. Come, Ladies, will you pleaſe to chuſe your Tea; 
Ox Green Imperial, or Pekoe Bohea ? | | 


6: Cbrononhotont hologo sn. 
And meet us in the Plains of Queerumania ; 
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f Lady. Never, no, never ſure on Earth was ſeen 
So gracious, ſweet and affable a Queen. 
24 Lady. Sheis an Angel! W 5 
T/t Lady. She's a Goddeſs rather ! 
Tatl. She's Angel, Queen and Goddeſs altogether! 
Queen. Away | you flatter me. a 5 
I/t Lady. 1 25 We don't indeed 
Your Merit does our Praiſe by far exceed. „ 
Queen. You make me bluſh: Pray help me to a Fan. 
1/t Lady. That Bluſh becomes you. 
„ Wou'd I were a Man. 
Queen. I'll hear no more of this, as I'm a Sinner: 
{Ezter Dumb Maſter of the Ceremonies making Signs of 
Eating. ] 5 85 | 
Dear me! that's true, I never thought of Dinner 
Bur *ewill be over, Ladies, very ſoon: 
Mean time, my Friend, play t'other little Tune. 
l Auſick plays; they all dance off. 


SCENE III. Another Apartment. 


Enter Rigdum-Funnidos and Aldiborontiph. 
Rigd. Egad we're in the wrong Box; who the Devil 
would have thought that this ſame CHhrononhotont holo- 
gos ſhou'd beat that mortal Sight of Tippodeans? why, 
there's not a Mother's Child of em to be ſeen. Egad 
they footed it away as faſt as their Hands cou'd carry 
dem; but they have left their King behind em: We 
have him ſafe, that's one Comfort. . 
Aldib. Wou'd he were {till at ampleſt Liberty; 
For, O! my deareſt RNigdum- Funnidos, 
I haye a Riddle to unriddle to thee, 
Shall make thee ſtare thy ſelf into a Statue. 
Our Quean's in Love with this Antipodean. | 
Rigd. The Devil the is! well, I ſee Miſchief is going 
forward witha Vengeance. + 74 
Aldib. But lol the Conqueror comes all crewn'd with 


A ſolemn Triumph graces his Return: [Conqueſt ; 
"FE ** graſp the Forelock of this apt Occaſion, 


_ To: 


} ic \ 


. — 
To greet the e in his How of Glerx 
Enter Kin iumph, met by Rigdum and Add 
Aldib. Ml bail hail to 0 Cee ! 8 
Thrice, trebly welcome to your loyal Subjetts? 
My ſ&lf and faithful Rigdum Funnidos, 
Loſt in a Labyrinth of Love and Loyalty, 
Intreat you to inſpect our inmoſt Souls, 
And read in them what Tongue can never utter. 
, © Ring. Aldiborontipho Tee . 
To thee and gentle Rigdum · Funnidos 
Our Gratulations flow in Streams unbounded} 
Our Bounty's Debtor to your Loyalty, 
Which ſhall with Intreſt be repaid er lo 
But where's our Queen? where's Palla, 
She ſhould be foremoſt in this gladſome Train, 
To grace our Triumph; but fee ſhe flights me: 
This haughty Queen ſhall be no longer mine; 
Tul have a ſweet and gentle Concubine. FH 
Rigd. Now, my dear ſweet Pho e for a ſwin - O 
Bing Lye to bring the Queen Ul ran with i it J 1. 
this Minute to her, LAſide. © 
(They whiſper importunately, and Rigdum gots out, T 


Aldib. Speak not, great COT *- Her 
In Accents ſo inj ;urio y ſevere,  _ F Con 
Of Padladiniua, — Queen; Behi 
By me ſhe ſends an Embaſly of Love, 2 5 Her 
Sweer Blandiſhments and kind Congratulations; Whi⸗ 
But cannot, Ol ſhe cannot come herlelf. Trop 
King. Our Rage is turn'd to Fear: Mhat ails the Queen? This 
Aldib. A ſudden Diarthœa rapid Force © Haſte 
So ſtimulates the Periſtaltic Motion, 8 Who 
That all conclude her Royal Life in Danger. Qs 
. Xing. Bid the Phyſicians of the Earth allemble | Your 
In Conſideration ſolemn and ſedate; 4 88 Ta 
More to corroborate their ſage Reſolve s, Qu 
Call from their Graves the learned Men of _ The 
Galen, Hippocrates and Paractlſus, . . 
3 8 Surgeons, * : 
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 $O! my Tatlanthe, have you ever ſeen. 


| _ Chrononhotonthologos. 9 
An; all attend! and ſee they bring their Med'cines; 
hole Magazines of gallipotted Noſtrums, | 
Materializ'd in Pharmaceutick Order: | 
he Man that cures our Queen ſhall haveout Empire: 
F I [ Exeunt om nes. 
Enter Tatlanthe and Queen. | 
Queen, Hey! ho! my Heart! 1 
Tatl. What ails my gracious Queen? 
Queen. O! would to Venus I had never ſeen— 
Tatl. Seen what, my Royal Miſtriſs? | 
Queen, 9 Foo! too much! 
Tatl. Did it affright you? | 
Queen. . No, tis nothing ſuch. 
Tatl. What was it, Madam. | | 
Queen, Really I don't know. 
Tatl, It muſt be ſomething) 
Queen, 1 | . No. Dy. i 
,., Or nothing. 
Queen. | 


Nos. 


'Tatl. Can I gueſs what, unleſs you tell, my Queen? 
Queen. The King I mean. | | 
Tatl. 8 ſuſt now return'd from Wat, 
He rides like Mars in his triumphal Car: 8 3 
Conqueſt precedes with Laurels in his Hand; 
Behind him Fame does on her Tripos ſtand, 
Her golden Trump ſhrill thro” the Air the ſounds, 
Which rends the Earth, andt hence to Heay*n rebounds : 
Trophies and Spoils innumerable grace 
This Triumph, which all Triumphs does deface. 
Haſte then, great Queen l your Hero thus to meet, 
Who longs to lay his Laurels at your Feet. | 
Queen. Art mad, Tatlanthe, I mean no ſuch Thing; 
Your Talk's diſtaſteful. Te” | 
Tatl, Didn't you name the King? 
Queen. I did, Tatlanthe; but it was not thine; _ _ 
The charming King I mean is only mine, + 


$ Tail. 


zo  Chrononbotonthologos. | 
Tatl. Whoelſe! who elſe! but ſuch a charming Fair 
In Chrononhotonthologos ſhould ſhare > | 
The Queen of Beauty and the God of War 
In you and Chrononhotonthologos ſhou'd ſhare; 
The Queen of Beauty and the God of Arms 
In him and you united blend their Charms. 
O! had you ſeen him, how he dealt our Death, 
And at one Stroke robb'd Thouſands of their Breath; 
While on the flaughter'd Heaps himſelf did riſe 
In Pyramids of Conqueſt to the Skies. ET 
Queen. This does my utmoſt Indignation raiſes . 
Lou are too pertly lavith in his Praifezs 
Leave me for ever. | | 
Tatl. | kneeling.) O! what ſhall I ſay? 
Do not, great Queen, your Anger thus diſplay: 
Ol frown me dead; let me not live to hear 
My gracious Queen and Miſtriſs ſo ſevere. 
I've made ſome horrible Miſtake, no doubt, 
Oh! tell me what it is! 5 | 
Queen No, find it out. x 
Tatl. No, I will never leave you; here I'll grow, 
Till you ſome Token of Forgiveneſs ſhow: _ 
Ol all ye Powers above, come down, come down! 
And from her Brow diſpell that angry Frown. | 
Queen. Tatlanthe riſe; you have prevail'd at laſt 
Offend no more, and I'll excuſe what's paſt. 
Tatl. [afide.] Why; what a Fool was I, not to per: 
ceive hex Paſſion for the topſy-turvy King? the Gentle · 
man that carries his Head where his Pocket ſhould be : 
But I muſt tack about l ſee. | 
Excuſe me, gracious Madam, ifmy Heart [TotheQuzeen.] 
Bears Sympathy with yours in ev'ry Part; 
With you alike Lſorrow and rejoice, 
Approve your Paſſion, and commend your Choice, | thee 
The captive King. 2 
Queen. That's he! that's he! that's he! man 
Id die ten thouſand Deaths to ſer him frec: 1 
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| Chrononbotonthologos. 11 
Oh! my Tatlanthe, have you ſeen his Face, - OD 
is Air, his Shape, his Mien, with ſuch a Grace, 

Quite upſide down, in a new Way, he ſtands 3 
ow prettily he foots it with his Hands! 
7ell, I muſt have him, if I live or die; | 
To Priſon and his charming Arms I fly, [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. A Priſon. 
The King of the Antipodes diſcover'd ſleeping on a Couch. 
5 Enter Queen. 
Is this a Place, oh! all ye Gods above! 
his a Reception for the Man I love? 
ee in what charming Attitude he ſleeps, 
While Nature's felf at his Confinement weeps! 
Liſe, lovely Monarch! fee your Friend appear, 
Jo Chrononhotonthologos is here. 


ommand your Freedom by this ſacred Ring, = 


hen command me; what fays my charming King? 
Puts a Ring in his Mouth; he makes an odd kind of Noiſe.] 
h! wretched Queen! how hapleſs is thy Let, | 
o love a Man that undefſtands thee not! OD 
)] lovely Venus, Goddeſs all divine! | 

nd gentle Cupid, that ſweer Son of thine! 

ſſiſt, aſſiſt me with your ſacred Art, 
nd teach me to obtain this Stranger's Heart. 


venus deſcends in her Chariot with Cupid and ſings. 


See Venus does attend thee, 
| My Dilding, my Dolding; 
Love's Goddeſs will befriend thee, - 
Lilly bright and ſhines : 
With Pity and Compaſſion, _ 
1 My Dilding, &c. 
She ſees thy tender Paſſion, 
Lilly, &c. Da Capo. 
Aäir changes. 
thee J yield my Pow'r divine, 
Dance, over the Lady lee; 
emand what &er thou wilt, tis thine, A re 1 
My gay Lady. " 
OE E4 Tale 


ee e eee 2 
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Take this magic Wand in Hand, 
i TIRE, GCC." 
All the World's at thy Command, 
My gay, &c. Da Capo. | : 
Cupid fings. | 
Are you 4 Wi dow, or are you a Wife, 85 
Gilly Flow'r, gentle Roſemary ? 
O are you a Maiden ſo fair and ſo bright 
As the Dew that flies over the IEG Tree! 
"Queen. 
Mou'd I were a Widow, as I am a M. fe, 
Gilly Flow'r, &c. 
. 5 For I'm, jo my Sorrow, a Maiden as bright 
A As the Dew, &c. 
Hou | Cupid. 
—_—_  - You | ſoall be a Widow 4 it is Night, 
. | Silly Flow'r, &c. 
No longer 4 Maiden fo fair and ſo bright 
i As the Dew, &c. 
- Two jolly young Husbands your Perſon ſhall ſhare, 
Silly Flow'r, &c. 
And twenty fine Babies your Body ſhall bear, 
: As the Dew, &c. 
F Queen. 
0 Thanks, Mr, Cupid, for this your good News, 
Gilly Flow'r, &c. _ 
What N men alive wou'd ſuch Offers refuſe, 
| While the Dew, &c. 
[Venus and Cupid re-aſcend| 


1 SCENE V. Bombardinion' s Tent. 


12 | | Enter King "and Bombardinion, 
we. | Bornb. This Honour, Royal Sir, ſo royalizes 
4 The Royalty of your moſt Royal Actions, 
The Dumb can only utter forth their Praiſe; 
For we, who ſpeak, want Words to tell our Meaning 
Here! fill the Goblet with Phalernian Wine, 


BY, ; ns rh our r Monarch drinks, bid the ſhrill Trump: 
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Tell all the Gods that we propine their Healths. 
Trumpet ſounds 
King. Hold, Bombardinion, I eſteem it fit, | 
With ſo much Wine to eat a little Bit. 
Bomb. See that the Table inſtantly be ſpread 
With all that Art or Nature can produce; | 
Traverſe from Pole to Pole; fail round the World 
: Bring every Eatable that can be eat: 
Tree? The King ſhall eat tho? all Mankind be ſtarv'd. 
| Cook. And it pleaſe your Honour, there's ſome cold 4 
Pork in the Pantry, I'll haſh it for his Majeſty in a Mi- f 
nute. [Exit in a Hurry. 
King. Haſh'd Pork! {hall Chrononhotonthologos 
Be fed with Swine's Fleſh, and at ſecond hand ? 
Now, by the Gods! thou doſt inſult us, General. 
Bomb. The Gods can witneſs that I little thought 
Your Majeſty to Pork had ſuch Averſion ! | 
King. Away, thou Traytor! doſt thou mock thy Ma- 
| .. ſer? Oe [ Strikes him. 
, Bomb. A Blow! ſhall Bombardinion take a Blow! 
+ Bluſh ! bluſh thou Sun! ſtart back the rapid Ocean! 
Hills! Vales! Seas! Mountains! all, commixing, crumble, 
And into Chaos pulverize the World; TH 
For Bombardinion has receiv'd a Blow, =”. 
bs And Chrononhotonthologos ſhall die.  [Draws. 
King. What means the Traytor! [Draws] 
Bomb. | | Traytor, in thy Teeth : 
Thus I defy thee : [They fight; he kills the King.] Hal 
| — what have I done! | 5 
Go call a Coach; and let a Coach be call'd; 
And let the Man that calls it be the Caller; 
And, in his Calling, let him nothing call! 
But Coach! Coach! Coach! O! for a Coach, ye Gods! 
Z | [Exit raving. 


+ Returns with a Doctor. 

How fares your Majeſty ? | 5 
Del. My Lord, he's dead. 
Bomb. Hal dead! impoſſible! it cannot be 
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m Chrononhotont bologo sp. 
Id not believe it tho? himſelf ſhould ſwear 3 
G join his Body to his Soul again, 


Or IF this Hand thy Soul ſhall quit thy Body. D 
| o6f, My Lord, he is paſt the Pow'r of Phyſick, i 
WI. His 28000 ba eft his World. T1 
SD Bomb. Then go to other World and fetch it back; 
[Kill lim. 


And if 1 find thou trifleſt with me there, 
Ill chace thy Shade thro? Myriads of Orbs, 
And drive thee far beyond the Verge of Nature, 
EE Ha! call l thou, Chronon hotonthologos! 
'F I come! your faithful Bombar dinion comes! 155 
1 He comes in Worlds unknown to make new Wars, 
And gain thee Empires num'rous as the Stars. Le 


{Kills himſelf. | 
Enter Queen and lers. 
Aldib. O! horrid! horrible ! and horrid'ſt Horror ! M: 


Our King! our General! our Doctor dead! 1 
9 All dead! Stone dead ! ! irrecoverably dead! So, 
{ Oh! | [ All groan 4 Ti Tragedy Groan. a 
5 Cueen. My Huband: dead! ye Gods, what is't you C. 
_ To make a Widow of a Virgin Queen ! mean, Me 
* For, to my great Misfortune, he, poor King In 
"3 Has left me fo 3. and that's a wretched Thing! < 
3 Tatl. Why then, dear Madam, make no further Po- 8 
% Were I your Majeſty, I'd try another. Uther, 8 
„ Queen. I think tis beſt to follow thy Advice. [ Simpring. Trot 
= Tatl, I'll fit you with a Husband in a trice; £ 
s Here's Rigdum Funnidos, a proper Man, Tis 
If any One can pleaſe a Queen, he can. N 


Rigd. Ay, that I can pleaſe your Majeſty; ſo Ceremo- 
nies apart: Let's proceed to Buſineſs. ¶ Kiſſes the Queen. 
Veen. Oh! but the Mourning takes up all my Care; Gen 


Im at a Loſs what colour'd Weeds to wear. But 
Rigd. Never talk of Mourning, Madam, 45 
One Ounce of Mirth is worth a Pound of Sorrow: Yo 


Let's bed To night; and then we'll wed To-morrow. 
= 2 a een wy. little Phoſcophorny. 7 
#2. - ond Aldibs 


ens 


But according to your Carriage: 


ki 


#4 


 Chrononhotontbologos. 1g 
Aldib. I ſrorn thy Bounty; I'll be King, or nothing. 
Draw, W Rigdum runs W ee. 
een. Well, Gentlemen, to make the Matter eaſy, 
I'll have you both; and that I hope will pleaſe ye. 
3 [Tales each by the Hand. 
And now, Tatlanthe, thou art all my Care; 
Where ſhall I find thee ſuch another Pair! 
Pity that one, has ſerv'd ſo long, fo well, 
Should die a Virgin, and lead Apes in Hell. 
Chuſe for your telf, dear Girl, our Empire round, 
Your Portion is twelve hundred thouſand Pound. 
Tatl. Thanks to your Majeſty; give me the Money. 


Let me alone to find my ſelf a Honey. 


Tatlanthe ſings. 


Marriage may become 4 Curſe ; 
Husbands may but ieaze me 


So for better or for worſe 


No Man &er ſhall ſeize me. ; 
Changing, ranging, at my Pleaſure, 
Men in Plenty for my Treaſure ; 

I my ſelf will keep the Purſe, _ 

And pay them as they pleaſe ms. 

Bn Queen ſings. 
Troth, my Girl, thou rt in the Right, 

And thy Scheme I'll borrow « 

"Tis a Thought that's new and bright; 

Wedlock brings but Sorrow. 

To Aldib. and Rigdum. 


Gentlemen, I'm nor for Marriage 3 


As you both behave Iv. night, 5 
You ſhall be paid To-morrow. 3 


PROLOGUE: 


We * + oh O-night our comic Muſe the W wears, 

„ 73 And gives herſelf no ſmall romantic Airs; 

|= Struts in Heroics, and in pompous Verſe © 

Does the minuteſt Incidents rehearſe : 

Hil In Ridicule's ſirift Retroſpect dijplays 

L'  _ The Poetaſters of theſe modern Days. 

EE, When the big bellowing Bombaſt rends our Ears, 

2 Which, ſtript of Sound, quite void of awe appears 
ke. Or when the fiddlie faddle Numbers flow, | 

| ,  Serenely dull, elaborately low : +. 

Ee iiber Extreme when vain Pretenders take, + * i 

170 Ackor ſuffers for the Author's ſalm _ 

I᷑!be quite tir i Audience loſe whole Hours, et pay; 

| To go unpleas'd and unimprov'd away. 

- This being our Scheme, we hope you will exciſe 

p- The wild'Excurſion of the wanton _ $ 

mithout a Frolic wears a mimic Mask, 


» 


4 6 ; a 
A414 ſets herſelf ſowhimfical a Tat: 
9 ___ *Tis meant to pleaſe; but if it ſhowd APY 
4 iy = $43 x = 'E, oi ery — th 1 have an End. 
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a ls 3 Ka I [hou erer hoy 
3 NE In favour gf the Poet and the Play, 
=. - Critics! on yon our Author does depend; 
WE ; Beyou his Champion aul his Cauſe defend: . 55 
13 Ne know his Drift, if Wrong-htads ſhowd miſplacs i 2 


Im bid to ſay, Qui capit ille facit. 
e er you pleaſe to cenſure or correct 


amend with Pleaſure and Reſpett: 
Pegs 4e Ar Failing: ſome Indulgence give, 
721 OS us: . gen 'rous Plaudit bid it live. 
1 8. 


N 88 a 1 
bo 2 22 bt. . 4 
2 LIED 1 


